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Who through a scene of woes drew painful breath,
And struggled with a sad, slow, long-drawn death;
Who gave on Golgotha the dreadful groan,
Bearer of others' sins and sufferings not his own.
But death and hell subdued, the Deity
Ascends triumphant to his native sky;
And rising far above th' sethereal height,
The sun and moon dimmish to his sight.

And now to view he bared his bleeding side,
And his pierced hands and feet in crimson dyed;
Still did the nails the recent scars reveal,
And bloody tracks of the transfixing steel.
Hither in crowds the blessed shape their flight,
And throng the* mansions of immortal light.
They mark each fatal word, each dreadful nod
And bless the righteous sentence of their God,
The fruitful matron, and the spotless maid,
And infants with a longer life repaid,
Stand round, and, drinking in celestial rays,          "\

On their Redeemer fix with ardent gaze,                >

And all the heavens resound with hymns of praise, j
Each bosom kindles with seraphic joy,
And conscious ecstasies the soul employ.
Not equal raptures swell the sibyl's breast
When by the inmate deity possessed;
When Phoebus the prophetic maid inspires,
And her limbs tremble with convulsive fires*
So strong, so fierce, the painted flames arise,
The pale spectator views them with surprise;
Believes the blazing wall indeed to burn,
And fears the frame should into ashes turn.
Hither in ghastly crowds the guilty haste,
Obscene with horror, and with shame defaced:
With haggard looks the gloomy fiends appear ;
They gnash their foamy teeth and frown severe:
A stern avenger with relentless mind,
Waving a flamy falchion, stalks behind;
With which, as once from Paradise he drove,
He drives the sinner from the joys above.
What shall he do forlorn ? or whither fly,
To shun the ken of an all-seeing eye ?
WTiat would he give among the just to shine,
And fall before Omnipotence divine!
But, oh! too late in sighs he vents his woe,
Too late his eyes with gushing tears overflow!
Vain are his sighs, and fruitless are his tears,
Vengeance and justice stop th' Almighty's ears-